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many and huge pillars of stone should have been brought
together, some erect, others transverse on the tops of
them, in a circular area as rudely representing a clois-
ter or heathen and more natural temple, is wonderful.
The stone is so exceedingly hard, that all my strength
with a hammer could not break a fragment; which hard-
ness I impute to their so long exposure. To number
them exactly is very difficult, they lie in such variety
of postures and confusion, though they seemed not to
exceed 100; we counted only 95. As to their being-
brought thither, there being no navigable river near, is
by some admired; but for the stone, there seems to be
the same kind about 20 miles distant, some of which ap-
pear above ground. About the same hills, are divers
mounts raised, conceived to be ancient intrenchments, or
places of burial, after bloody fights. We now went by
Devizes, a reasonable large town, and came late to Ca-
denham.

27th July, 1654. To the hunting of a sorel deer, and had
excellent chase for four or five hours, but the venison
little worth.

29th July, 1654. I went to Langford to see my Cousin
Stephens, I also saw Dryfield, the house heretofore of
Sir John Pretyman, grandfather to my wife, and sold by
her uncle; both the seat and house very honorable and
well built, much after the modern fashion.

3ist July, 1654. Taking leave of Cadenham, where we
tad been long and nobly entertained, we went a com-
pass into Leicestershire, where dwelt another relation of
my wife's; for I indeed made these excursions to
show her the most considerable parts of her native
country,, who, from her childhood, had lived altogether in
France, as well as for my own curiosity and informa-
tion.

About two miles before coming to Gloucester, we have
a prospect from woody hills into a most goodly vale and
country. Gloucester is a handsome city, considerable for
the church and monuments. The minster is indeed a
noble fabric. The whispering gallery is rare, being
through a passage of twenty-five yards in a many-angled
cloister, and was, I suppose, either to show the skill of
the architect, or some invention of a cunning priest, who,
standing unseen in a recess in the middle of the chapelring at a distance like a castle; how soke, in which the most observable are
